SOME LETTERS OF
the " spectral uncompounded light" the spirit is least capable of defense, when it feels only a membrane separating it from the shock of joy and woe as they stream from the passionate day-spring, and have you felt the sense of that common shelter like a caress, heard through walls and doors the rise and fall of her breast as an ineffable rhythm swaying the sun? If you have you can realize the gone feeling that possessed me when she said (interpreting my own gloomy guess) that my kind was not her kind, that my language was not her language, and that her soul could only be studious to avoid mine, as the bird flying southward in spring avoids the hunter. I bowed assent and came home. I now nurse memories and grow elegiac. Come to Chicago!
W. V. M.
To Robert Morss Lovett
CHICAGO, July 14, '96.
•               a                »••••••
T------turned up bright and early for his fifteen
dollars, and continues to pay us little friendly visits from time to time. He now has his eye on the Civil Service. The Civil Service has not yet
66that I for a long time ^member. Well, have you ever slept under the ime roof with such a person, in the country, and akened at that moment before dawn when in
